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vate life, I decided I was going to hate a private life. I wasn't going
home to my mother and her rules and regulations. I built myself a
small house in a growing community on the desert. I did air-con-
ditioning installations for local builders, and I didn't have too many
jobs, but I earned almost as much as I earn now in the city. I got up
when I pleased, I went to bed when I pleased. If I wanted to, I
stayed up all night listening to my record collection, watched the
stars fade and the sun come up. That was the life!
Then I met Ava. I will never forget our first evening. I went into
the city to attend a New Year's Eve party, and there we were intro-
duced. Ava was wearing a black dress with a lacy-doily dingus at
the top and a long, full skirt. Socially I'm a bust and I'm also a poor
dancer, but in a few minutes she had me out on the floor and we
were laughing together. I knew at once she was the girl for me.
During our courtship she was sweet and companionable and so
helpful to me. Every night in the week she would phone, and I
would drive all the way in from the desert to see her. She was kept
busy at the hospital, but to me Ava's minutes were worth any other
girl's hours. In those days my comfort and my wishes rated high
with her, even in small things. If the evening was cool, Ava fetched
me a cup of hot coffee from the nurses' kitchen; if the evening was
warm, there was a pitcher of lemonade waiting* I was sure that
she would be the kind of wife who would cheer for and support my
ideas. Ava told me she shared my love for the desert and, day-
dreaming, I pictured the two of us living in my little house—lis-
tening to music and looking at the stars.
Before we had been married a week I discovered Ava was as
bossy as my mother and my sister. She had been determined all
along that I would take a job in the city, and I did. I came back to
my mother, my sister, my family, a steady job, and the old neighbor-
hood. Ava now thinks it was my mother's idea that we buy our pres-
ent house; actually she joined forces with Lady in urging me to buy
it. She wanted to get me back to town.
I've never heard of another man whose bride maneuvered him
into having a tonsillectomy on his honeymoon. She said she was be-

